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Author's Notes: 
It just came to me today, so | had to write it. Happy New Year to everybody and | hope 2013 will be a good one 
for you all 3 


James watched the revelry around him and scowled darkly. Lars, always the party animal had decided that 
they needed the throw a New Year's party at the Metallimansion. When he had revealed his idea, James felt 
more like throwing out through the window. All James had wanted was to go to bed early nursing a bottle (or 
two) of whiskey. Now he was surrounded by loud rock music, stupid-ass rainbow coloured cocktails, guests (he 
was sure he'd seen Dave and Junior in a quiet corner, swigging down HIS best whiskey) and worst of all, 
balloons! Yellow balloons with the words Happy 1187 emblazoned on them in blue. Yeah, because 1987 was really 
going to be peachy! James snorted and stuck his hands in his pockets. 


There was Kirk, talking to a very pretty girl in an Iron Maiden top. Jason, their new bassist, was loading 
sausage rolls onto his paper plate. Some guy who looked disturbingly like he was out of a glam metal band was 
laughing with Gar about something (had Lars invited ALL of Megadeth?) and Dave was trying to feed Junior 


from a bowl of pineapple with what looked like tomato sauce on top of it. 


James sighed. Maybe he could sneak off to bed after all. Nobody was paying him any attention. He liked it 
better that way but still wanted the quiet and dark of his little bedroom. 


Then James felt somebody press something into his hand. Something thin and plastic. He looked down, it was a 
plastic pole. Following it upwards, it terminated in one of those dratted balloons, a large blue sphere with HAPPY 
1187 mocking him in a bright yellow font. 

Fuck, this was too much! It had to be Lars who'd slipped him the balloon. Well, now, Lars was going to get it 
right up his ass, plastic pole and all. James’ glare shot round until it settled on Lars, who was across the room, 
drinking beer and laughing with another girl. 

James strode over to him, nostrils flaring. Seeing his band leader approach, Lars sent the girl away with a kiss 
and a promise of fun later. She giggled and vanished into the crowd. James stood right by Lars, towering over 
him by about T inches. 

"Hey Jamie" Lars said, in a slurred voice. "How ya doin?" 


"Lars, | don't want a happy fucking 1987 dumbass shitty fucking blue balloon!" James swore in a low voice. 


Lars stared at the balloon. He leaned in close, trying to focus his bleary eyes on it. His expression changed 


from relaxed to puzzled. 


"Tha's not one of ours" he announced. "I only boughted yellow ones with blue letters. That'uns blue with yellow 


letters. Where'd ya get it from?" 


James’ head shot round to the corner where he had been skulking. Cliff was standing there, pale, transparent 
and glowing with a muted white light. 


"Happy 1987, Jamie!" he mouthed. 


The End 


